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ORTHE 


Gs London Frollick. 


Berg a true Relation, how a P orter and a C ounſellors Wife were found tn Bed 


together near Wel(t-Smithfteld, 


To the Tune of a Figg for France, 
F 


Ou London DamesI pray give ear, 
| Y A ſtory true will declare, 
Of a Porter & a Counſellors Wite 
Theſe two did live a gallant Life, 
I pray give ear, and hear the reſt, 
And you ſhall hear a pleaſant Jeſt, 
Saith ſbe, my Husband doth me Scorn, 
T willthen make him ware the Horn, 
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She being Whoriſh they do ſay, 
Her Husband from her went away, 
She like a Miſs then of the Town, 
Both Day and Night ſails up and down, 
With her Ronling eyes (he doth ſtare, 
Sceking what man ſhe can inſnare, 
And my Hushand, Sc, 
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She ſailing late aboutthe ſtreets, | 
Her dear Nedaythere ſhe meets. 

And in great haſt theſe two did Come 
Near to Smithfield, unto-her home, 
To Bed they went, and thought no harm, 
Thinking to ſport with his fine Dame, 

And my Husbazd, &c. 
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They being then diſcovered, _ 
And hardly warm then intheir Bed, 
Her Landlady chanceto comethere, 
Which made the Porter ſtink for fear, 
And pull'd him out where he was laid, 
©» And ſoundly he there was paid, 
And ſince her Huband did her Scorn, 
The Porter thought him for to Horn. 
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| For (he's a Blith and Buxum Laſs, 
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Enmtred according ro Order, 
Va 


He feeling of ber blows did Smart, 
Which ftrooka Damp unto his Heare; 
Becauſe he was beaten by Womanckind, 
Vhich much then troubled his mind ; 
He ſwears he near will her come nigh, 
Curing his fate moſt bitterly, 
Tou Porters all then have a care, 
And medals not with Lanyers gear, 


VI, 


A pretty Creature ſhe is then, 
She's enough to Raviſh any Man} 
This Porter thoughthe had been Bleſt} 
Thinking one Night with her to reſt, 
Puthe was much deceived there, | 
And Swears he will not her come near! 
Iau Porters all, &c, | 


VEL: 


A thouſand pirties 'tis Ido ſay, 
This Woman is given to go altray, 


And for a Six-pence ſhe'l ſhow her Az 
She'l [ware and lietho ſhe was mad, 
And have a P-- if it is to be had, 
You Porters all, &c. 


VIIS: 


So to Conclude, I'le make an exd, 
Hoping this Porter his Life will mend; 
And Frollick no more withWoman-kind, 
For they are as fickle as the Wind, . 
Bur be contented with your own Wife, 
. Beloving to her, and live not ar ſtrife, 
ou Porters all then have acare, | 
| And medale not nith Womens gear, 
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